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all letter'd Spleen ſtill grow upon our Clime, 


Demurely poring o'er the Moth of Time, 
With venerable Nothings load the Age, 


And no one's Fables, but its own, engage ? 

Are our old Legends but to Auſtis known? 

And were the Cæſars Medals ſtruck for Sloane ? 
Shall  oodward oer important Trifles plume, 
And of the Urn of Horace pillage Rome ? 

Shall Haley in the Skies new Worlds explore, 
Or {till improve on Thoſe he found before? 
From each of Theſe ſhall proud Diſcoveries riſe, 
And not one Noſtrum be the Poet's Prize? 


2 The 


1 
The ſlumb' ring Muſe at length renews her flight, 
And in the preſent Tale aſſerts her Right. : 


And what more worthy Task, than to reclaim 
From Times Miſtakes the Lyre's exalted Name, 
Whoſe various Strings aſſiſt the Poet's Note, 


While with new Grace th'enliv'ned Numbers float, 


To trace her facred Origin, by whom 
'The Feats of Heroes live in endleſs Bloom ? 


Let Gown Men dully to Tradition cleave; 
And bid us where they can't explain, believe; ; 
We range poetic Hiſt*ry leſs confin'd, 
Nor cheat our Reaſon, tho divert our Mind, 
And what the Lameneſs of the Text denies, 
Invention — a ſtretch, and ſtrait ſupplies, 


wrong, 


Nor think, Oh TOW NE! I'do thy Judgment 


Whenl requeſt Thee Patron to my Song, 
Which aims with ſimple Innocence to tell, 


Whence roſe that Inſtrument, you tune 1o well. 
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In thoſe ſtrict Times, when chaſt Diana's Law, 
Without the Parent's Eye, kept Maids in awe, 
When for their Glaſs they choſe the limpid Tide, 
And Robes were more for Decency than Pride; 


No other Triumphs known but in the Chace, 


And Death the Purchaſe of a Man's Embrace ; 
In the ſame Realm with that fam'd Virgin, bred, 
Who from Apollio's Suit diſdainful fled, 

With wing'd Averſion all his Hopes betray'd, 
And in the Lawrel only loſt the Maid, | 


There liv'd a Nymph to equal Coyneſs worn, 
Who held the Vows uf Lwys iu v Own, 
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In Mind and Form inimitably rare, 


And faireſt of the Train, where all were Fair. 
A thouſand Deaths her guiltleſs Beauties gave, 

For ev'ry Youth, in ſecret, was her Slave, 

Secret their Loves, for ſuch the Virgin's Care, 
To name their Wiſhes, was to fix Deſpair of: 1H. 
For Charms on Virtue rais d, correct Deſire, 


And awe to Shame that Paſſion they inſpire. 
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Amongſt the Crowds, that Lyra (uch her Nane) 
Drew undeſigning by her Beauty's Fame, 
A neighb'ring Swain poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Art 
That makes an eaſy Way to Woman's Heart, 
In conſcious Merit proud, more boldly highs, 
And often told his Paſſion from his Eyes; 
Yet mute his Tongue, yet fear'd his Heart to know 
A Doom which rendets Doubt the leſſer Woe. 
He pines, (the Plain's amaze) the Wound unknown 
To each diſcerning Eye except his w n, 
The Shade of what he was, he ſcems to prove 
That Griet's tne trueit Khetoric in Love; 
Inferior Beauties ſaw his Change with Pain, 
And wiſh'd themſelves the happy Cauſe in vain, 
Then ſure his Aid, for he had ev'ry Grace 
That ſoftens Manhood for the Fair's Embrace; 
The darling Leader of the Shepherd Throng, 585 
And bleſt by Phe bus in the Gift of Song, 
Yet Lyrd's Scorn nor Love, nor Verſe diſarms, 
For ſhe was Worn only in her Charms. 
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= length grown weary of the doubtful State, 
And quite aſham'd of Ills his Fears create, 

Thus to himſelf revol vd thienamour'd Youth; 
Who loves with Honour, and who wooes with Truth, 
May to the Fair his boldeſt Hopes impart, 

And give with dauntleſs Vows an honeſt Heart; 
Poorneſs of Soul attaints the baſhful Suit, 

And ſelf-diſtruſt is argu'd from the Mute, 
While ſhe who ſullen ſcorns, when Merit ſighs, 
Undoes the feeble Triumphs of her Eyes, 

Shames our Purſuit, and cures while ſhe denies. | 


Thus arm'd in Thought, upon his Viſage ſate 
Inſtant Preſages of his better Fate, 
Strait to himſelf reviv'd th exulting Swain, 


FFF 
[woutd, 
Thus when ſome Storm does Earth's fair 2 
And low r the golden Harveſt tothe round, 


Oer the dire Waſte a general Woe appears, 
And the drench'd Grain lies delug'd in its Tears, 
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Till kindly Suns renew their genial Fire, 
And all the drooping Proſpect reinſpire, 
The gladden d Fields ſtrait own th' enliv'ning Ray, 
And rear their brighten d "Honours to the Day. + 


His Purpoſe ſcorns a Moment's Time to loſe. 
For what more proſp'rous Seaſon can we chooſe 
To urge our Hopes, than when the Mind is warm, 


Hot from the Thought, and temper'd to perform? 


And now the Sun had reach d his mid-day Race, 
And warn'd the glowing Damſels from the Chace; 
A Grove there was, where ſhelter'd from the Heat 
The Virgin Chacer- made their Noon Retreat, 
In pure unſullied Slumbers acting oder 
Their ſeveral Conqueſts in the Morn before, 

Wild Beaſts alone their Prey; there Lyra came, 
Looſe in Attire, and panting from the Game ; 
This Place the Shepherd ſought, reſolving there, 
To fr his Bliſs or perfect his Deſpair, © © 
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He came with daring Eyes, where unarray'd 
Of ſuch a Gueſt unconſcious, ſlept the Maid. 
The Trial come, his Heart unmann'd retires, 
And makes him half repent his firſt Deſires ; 
If her Charms aw'd him at a diſtant Gaze, 
How dread their Brightneſs at fo near a Blaze 
What can he act? His Fears to Flight adviſe, 
But ſtill that Flight's:detain'd by Lyra's Eyes. 
For ſuch is Love's inextricable State, | 
Our Pains we covet, and invite our F ate. 

His Mind preſag'd the Danger he muſt run, 


But, Oh! Twas Danger that he could not ſhun 21 


In this diſtracting War of Paſſions toſt, 

By turns in Tranſport and in Terror loſt, "=o 
As Hope is ſhll impatient for Succeſs, _ 
And greateſt Fear grows Valour by Diſtreſs, 


He cry'd at length, what, unreſoly'd, retreat, 


And fly a Conflict that I came to meet? 
My Paſſion yet'propitious Stars may find, 
Diana ſlumber, and her Nymph be kind; 
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Or let the Ruin that I dread, attend, 
"Tis Rui will adorn the * oY 


Recover'd once again, nem Soul he felt, 
And at her Feet with humble Anguiſh knelt ; 
This all he dard; for tempting as ſhe lay, 
He trembled to approach a bolder Way. 
Quick to her Cheeks his raviſh d Lips had flown, 
But {till he fear'd that ſhe might wake too ſoon ; | 
Content in Throbs his Paſſion to explain, 

By Sleep * . * her Di — 


Juſt a4 tis thought, the Goddeſs of the _— 
Diana fearful of her Train's Difgrace, 11 | 
Did to the Virgin in a Dream convey 
The near AHI ke to which her Honour lay. 


Sudden ſhe wak'd; and * a wild 8 2 2H 
Sent forth her SouPs Reſentment thro' her Eyes, 
Oer all her Face vindictive Bluſhes flew, = 
To find the Horrors of her Dream ſo true ; 
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Not leſs the Pangs the Shepherd's Boſom fill, 
To ſee his raſh Attempt ſucceed fo ill, 
Without her Words, he can her Frowns bal; 
And inſtant Death had been a wiſh'd Reprieve. 


Winds roar themſel ves to reſt, the troubled Deep 
Has ſmiling Seaſons, and returns of Sleep ; 
But an incens d, avengeful Woman's Rage 


Nor Seaſons can relax, nor Pray'rs aſſwage, 


With ſhort, but ſtabbing Speech, th' inſulted Maid 
Thus to the trembling Youth reproachful ſaid ; 
Preſumptuous Swain! for thy Intruſion here 
Wh hat Sentence has thy Raſhneſs not to fear? 

What ſhould not I inflict for impious Love? 

And, what, Diaxa for her injur d Grove? 

Knew'ſt thou my Vow, nor wouldſt thy Flame decline, 
Or durſt thou hope my Sex's Weakneſs, mine? 
Diana's School illuſtrious Views inſpires, (Fites. 
And kindles Woman's Breaſt with more than Manhood's 
Go ſigh where Folly liſtens, and prevail | 
Oer eaſy Natures with a ſilken Tale, 
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They earn Repentance, who your Vows receive, 
And juſtify your Falſhood, who believe; 

Since then, you've dar'd this Paſſion to purſue, _ 
Oh! may the Torments that you plead, be true; 
My double Juſtice ſhould their Guilt ſuſtain, 
And feel my firſt Revenge in my Diſdain ; 

This is my next, ſhe cry'd, and at his Heart 
Drawn to the Bow's extent, ſhe aim'd a Dart; 
Away ſhe ſpeeded ſwifter than the Wind, 

And left a Murther (as ſhe hop'd) behind, 
But errd, Apollo made the Youth his Care, 
And gave the feather'd Miſchief to the Air. 


The Swain thus left to black Deſpair a Prey, 
Half wiſh'd, the Weapon had not miſs'd its * 
From Earth no Proſpect of Redreſs ſurvey'd, 

And Hea vn it ſelf as uſeleſs to his Aid. 

At length, his Patron God beheld his Moan, 

And pity'd Torments which were once his own, 
Bad him in ſpight of Woman's Coyneſs live, 

And what Relief a God could grant, He'd give. 
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Apollo's Voice the drooping Shepherd knew, 
But queſtion d, could a Bliſs ſo great be true? 
Obedient yet, the God himſelf his Guide, 
He ſought with penſive Steps a neighb'ring Tide. 
Soon as arriv'd, half hoping, half afraid, 
His buſy Heart explor'd its promis'd Aid, 
A Thouſand various Treaſures gild the Shore, 
He wanted Lyra yet to gild it more. 
At laſt, a Shell of an excelling Hue, | 
Spight of his firſt Neglect, his Wonder drew, 1 
Such matchleſs Art was on its Make beſtow'd, + 
It ſpoke 110 Ich a Workillali tlian «a God. 
He wonder'd firſt, then touch'd it on the Ground, 
His Touch was anſwer'd by harmonious Sound ; 
His Ears with Joy the welcome Note approve, 
For Muſic ever is the Balm of Love; 
Apollo bids him ſtrike a bolder Air, 
And the next Touch ſhould bring his Miſtreſs there: 
Pleas'd with that Hope, and dwelling on his Flame, 
He ſtrikes, the Strings return him Lyra's Name: 
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With that o'ercharm'd, he ne'er can tune too much, 
While nought but Lyra anſwers to his Touch. 


| Then ſpoke the God; Here, Swain, aſſwage thy Woe, 
is all the Cure that Phoebus can beſtow; 

Once did I love like Thee, my Fate like thine, | 
While Daphne's only in the Lawrel mine, 
So let this Inſtrument thy Love proclaim, 
Whilſt thus Apolla gives it Lyra's Name. 

Late Times ſhall pay their Homage ta its Strings, 
Hence born, to grace the Solitude of Kings, 
To ſnatch diſtinguiſh'd Greatneſs from the Grave, 
And litt to faireft Fame the God and Brave, 
To Thee, the Maiden Science firſt belong, 
Who would not be thy Miſtreſs, make thy Song. 


Here clos'd the God; the Swain in grateful Lays 
Tun'd his new PR ESE Nx to his Patron's Praife, 
Upraifing to his Breaſt its ſhining Frame, 

The golden Pledge of his immortal Name, 
His promis'd Lawrels ver and o'er furvey'd, 
And own'd his hopeleſs Paſſion well repay'd; 
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Happy the Thouſand Pangs his Boſom tore! 
Happy the Torments that he curs'd before! | 
To future Fame's enchanting Proſpect born, 
He looks with ſmiling Pride on Lyra's Scorn, 
Ample Amends! From whoſe miſtaking Dart, 
He roſe the Founder of a deathleſs Art: | 
Well was his Weakneſs for his Glory croſt, 
And well the Lover for the Poet loſt. 


Thus, Sir, with more the Freedom of a Friend, 

Than Art, I've drawn my Fable to its End, 
Thus dar'd to reſcue from the Gloom of Time 

The {weet Refiner of the Charms ot Khime, 

An Inſtrument, thro which, Auacreon's Song 

Enrich'd the Beauties of the Grecian Tongue, 

Thro' whoſe Companion Art, th' Horatian Page 

Was half the Luſtre of th' Auguſtan Age, 

Thro' which, (but Calls of other Weight demand 

The able Care of thy relieving Hand) 

Vour ſelf, would you exert your modeſt Strain, 


Might lend an equal Grace to Brunſwick's Reign. 
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